Volume 19, No. 2 


sere reenter 


[The Comfortable and 
ithe Cold | 
by Sue Ellen Pector. . | 


The < new poor’ fad | 
| standing shoulder to shoulder...with | 
| _ people they used to disregard... | 
- Corel West and Tavis soy 
| The pe andthesated sss 
| the comfortable and the cold; 

| either wealth warms you _ 

| or poverty grips you. 


eran acheter 


| We, the once middle-class, | 
(seek breadanddreamroses si 
| beside the long-time poor _ _. 
| we were taught to abhor or ignore— | 
while the rich h watch. | 


operons mmmeeetans 


negating” . 
| | guarantee ceasefires _ - 
| but the burning continues. 
the rainforests _ . 

thei eicecaps 
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e| ‘unreported on conglomerate TV - 
_ everywhere the hunger _ San Francisco 0 History 
| of the impoverished _ by Geor; Wynn 

'whodie young aS Be 7 


‘San Franciscans dance to the tune 
of ' "Homelessness by the je Bay . 

on the retro jukebox | 

with their eyes dingeae 


ican icc ein tcc shat 


| forthe same reason __ 
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‘The Truth We Dared 


in spite of all City Hall's 
to Live | boasts : and toasts 
by Sue Ellen Pector we: still have the highest 
: percentage « of homeless 
Harvey Milk spoke to our : people per population 


thirst for someone to 

be proud of us; 

he understood our yearning to 
be recognized as blessings; 

he saw we were dying 

to know we mattered for 

the selves we were, 

the truth we dared to live; 


of : any city i in the nation 


It's 2013 and still 

the drained and pained 
unhoused battalions — 

of brokenhearted — 
shopping cart 

soldiers come and go 


| he honored the love It's still the same old song 
inside hearts so good with very little 
we lit the stars. being done about the wrong 


| Jesus Is Watching 
| by Judy Joy Jones — 

money changers 

| money lenders 

beware 


i 
i : : 
| one day Jesus will return 

and those who did nothing 

to help the dying poor _ 

will try and hide _ 

but their doors will be barred 
| and all their money burned 
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in return for their 

| hearts of stone 

| that allowed 

| the poorest of the poor 

| to starve before their eyes 
| money changers 

| money lenders 

| beware 
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Is It a Crime? 
| by Claire J. Baker 


| Is it a crime not to be rich? 
| Is it a crime to fall into chasms? 
| A crime that brain synapses misfire, 
| shock one into depression? 
| Shouldn't work places be made 
| more safe and places to work 
| more available? 
| One gets ill, disabled, beaten up, 
goofy from being scoffed/ignored. 
Is sensitivity, too,a crime? 


i 
Oliver Wendell Holmes wrote: 
| Build thee more stately mansions 
S O my soul.’ Surely the o_o 

| is on SOUL. _ - 


In Praise aE Older 
‘Hungry Women 

by George Wynn 

In my San Francisco of the 1950s 


older ladies wore gloves 
shopping at the Emporium 


Now we see on Market Street 

older ladies with outstretched palms 
| and worn-out clothes with cardboard 

"sive what you can" calling cards 

in front of them reminding us of 

Dorothea Lange's ruined women 

of the Great Depression 


If you and I enter a trance 

to escape the image of 

their present circumstance 

and go back in time we might see 
young dreamy faces even after 


a hard day's work on the factory line 


or young hearts sore but full of fight 
after a long day of blows on 
a post-war picket line 


Who knows, we just might get a 
true picture of their elegance 
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A publication of the American Friends Service Committee 


A-man sleeps on a bench at Oakland City Hall Plaza, one of the thousands of homeless people in the East Bay. 


Tom Lowe photo 


free of the usa 
by Judy Joy Jones — 
would you sit by me ; 
if I had no home 


or have me colonized away 
a “leper” of the usa 


would you take me | 

in your arms and weep 

if you found — 

an untouchable like me 
murdered on your streets — 


would you come 

to the city morgue — 

to collect my no name ashes 
one of society’s throwaways 


“See I have carved you 
_ out of the palm of my hand 
you are precious to me” 


must have been written — 

for someone else 

not the lower caste like me 
tonight if I’m lucky I'll die 
and won’t be a piece 

of garbage beneath your feet 
that no one wants to see 


would you sit by me 
if I had no home 

or have me colonized away 
a “leper” of the usa 
untouchable 


the family unit during 


undeclared war(s) 
by Randy Fingland 


keep the orphans 
multiplying 

but the orphan movements 
leaderless: 


on a palm-lined corridor 
near Birla House in India 

en route to a prayer meeting 

a brown Hindu man shot dead 
by a brown Hindu man 


taking the air before dinner 

on a balcony outside 

room 306 at a motel in Memphis 
-a black Christian man gunned 

down by a white Christian man 


on a heavily trafficked trail 
through Central American jungles 
an activist nun & entourage 
executed by unidentified military 
personnel (probably raised 
Catholic, CIA trained) 


repeated demonstration of how much 
nonviolent resistance 
by the poor & powerless 

is feared 

by the armed & dangerous 


Re-fancying 
by Joan Clair 


Re-fancying our neighborhoods, 
we liquidate the poor. _ 
They are not an asset to refinance for. 
We cannot see the living assets. 
beyond our “perfect garbage cans” 
collecting waste of the lifeless lives 

we lead, 
full of all the things we think we need. 
But we are all living assets of 


One Investment, 
all rings on the fingers of the divine. 


| Supermarket Blues | 
by George Wynn 

Day before, a gray-haired 

lady shortchanged a nickel 


at the supermarket 
doesn't say a thing 


The next night 

she returns to same supermarket 
only having eaten corn flakes 
and milk for breakfast _ 

to buy a can of pinto beans 


She's the next to the last in line 
all of a sudden she's in a pickle 
"One more penny," says the checker 
"Don't have it," she says 

with pleading look 
"That's what it seems," says the 
checker. "Next customer!" 
The lady turns to the man behind her 
with a pleading look. He says nothing. 


Outside face down her elbows sag 
she stamps the ground "Ain't right!" 
Sighing she rubs her stomach 

then closes her eyes and can't 

help but cry 


Cardboard Box 


by Joan Clair 
A very old man, terribly bent over, 


carries something in a large cardboard box. 

As I get closer, I think he must be extremely elderly; 
even one block must be a mountain to him. 

How brave he is to carry such a burden in his old age! 
Then he crosses the street to where I am, 

and I see not an old man, but a man in his thirties. 
His eyes are empty pools where water used to be. 


Unlike a sea turtle, the box on his back 


was not made to crawl into, in some grand design, 
but a travesty so deep only God can see it clearly. 
And I wonder, can there be peace in a world 

where this so precious form, halfway to the ground, 
carries a cardboard box home to nowhere? 


| of Union Square a” 


| with babe in her arms who: «. . 


| woman approaches shouting, 


| They're gypsies. 
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Living and Not 


Learning 
by George Wynn 
In the summer fog 


graying olive-skinned woman 


is holding a big cup 

smiles and whispers _ 
thank you as a young» 
woman drops an Abe Lincoln 


Out of the blue a 
large well-dressed 


"They're not even homeless. _ 


You've been taken!" 

"None of your business," 

says the young woman. 

"Plus what's all the fuss? 

I enjoy giving. You are 

so busy being selfish you 

cannot enjoy life." 

The large woman shouts again, 
"You've been taken. You'll see." 


The young woman shakes her head 
walks away crying to the wind. 
"What is she thinking?" 

She lets out a long deep breath 
"Some people live and learn, 
some people live and never learn." 


by Sue Ellen Pector 
Feeling blue, dejected, lost? 


lest hope find you. 


America mocks the echo of 
every dream you dare. 


Even as you pray, 
Give America your hunger, 
your need, your trembling, 


America laughs at you. 


Even As You Pray 


America stomps on your pride 


America preys upon you. 


and, calling humiliation your due, 


Children at St. Mary’s Center in Oakland are sheltered by the massive - 
puppet of Martin Luther King, Jr. created by seniors in loving tribute. 


Missing 
by Joanna Bragen 


Death 
Does not only take 
The weak and the old 


It takes 


| The vibrant 


The witty | 

The storyteller 
The intelligent 
The adventurer 


In a flash 


Here one day 

Gone the next 

I can’t believe. 

I’ll never see you again 


| Missing 


When you should 
Still be here 
Where did you go? 


People left behind 
Trying to grasp 
Trying to know 
What to feel 


Will I see you again? 


When every thing is perfect 
Where there is no sorrow 


Does life begin again? 


no exit 


blow-a-parts 
are inevitable 


of gunpowder 


drug deal 
or the charade 


when there’s use 


bullet-proof vests 
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ceiling the truth 
by Randy Fingland 


some dare call it 
a housing crisis 
because too many 
houses are empty » 
not because too 
many people are 
without houses 


a desert with no oasis 
by Randy Fingland 
the new ploy 


seems to be 
to me 
put the poor 
on the run 
keep them 
without possibility 
of a real home 
of their own 
to come back to 


nowhere to be 
on/in/under 
welcome: 

yet still within 
native geographical 
boundaries 


now refugees 
set to wander 
unprotected 

in the country 

of their nativity 

in this case the U.S.A. 


Respite on Mission 
Street 

by George Wynn 

His graying mane flows 

his mustached face glows. 
He's a cross between a 

| Jack Kerouac wanderer 

and a Samuel Beckett tramp. 
| He likes the anonymity and 
bareness of cheap hotels 

| and torn curtains blowing 
out the window evoking 

no heartfelt emotions. — 

This week it's his room, 

next week another drifter's. 


| He tells me, the desk clerk 

here on Mission Street, that 

he landed a temporary job 

fixing rental car machines. 

"This, my last week on the 

job, I'm treating myself to 

a week of privacy," he says. 

"Where you going after that?" I ask. 
"It's either the shelter or the street. 
I'm saving up for my own place. 

I'm too old to roam." 

"Good luck," I say. 

"Thanks," he says walking slowly | 
up the rickety steps with his 

head bowed. 

I feel his pain as I do the countless 
souls who pass through this 

run down domain. . 


Unguided 


by Joan Clair 


| Tired, with a car broken in the shop, 


backing any negotiation 
whether a penny-ante 


of winning indigenous 
heads & hearts 
while dressed in 


getting off a bus, I find a shopping cart, 
good to ease my back of packages 

for several uphill blocks 

after the driver chewed me out 

for asking questions about directions. 


What must it be like to daily seek a route 

uphill and downhill with a heavy cart 
and heart 

in addition to bearing baggage 

thrown by those unguided by compassion. 
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FOR SON HOUSE 


(lyrics for unwritten blues) 
by Claire J. Baker 


The Liberty Bell is cracked 
O Lord, the Bell is cracked 
But we all goin' forward 

Ain't no lookin' back. 


The Liberty Bell is shining 
Near glowing in the dark 

But we all feeding pigeons 
A-sittin' in the park. — 


We come from Highway 61 
All the way to Philly. — 
We gotta play the blues 
"lowdown shaking chilly." 


(After. Street Spirit photo of Son 
House, blues great, at Liberty Bell) 


From the Bus 
by George Wynn 


From the bus along Turk 

I see a forlorn face 

I knew from school 
wearing patched up clothes 
rolling a cigarette 

standing in the Mission 
Rescue line for a hot meal 


Back then he would — ; 

dress so sharp 

he was the big deal 

playing the horn so sweet 

making the church ladies weep 
begging for more of-the music treat 


I wanted to jump off the bus 
throw myself in his arms 
saying, "hey man remember me?" _ 
but then I thought for what it's worth . 
perhaps his feelings are really hurt 
him being an out-of-work exile who 

| never left San Francisco and has no ~ — 
home on the streets where he was born. 


In a Park’s Green 
by Joan Clair 


Three homeless men are asleep 

on a sunny day in a park’s green 
nearby small children on swings. 
Nearby, their mother is watching — - 
not the homeless men, 

but the children swinging. 


Praise God for a little trust. 
Praise God for the mother not seeing 
the homeless men as threatening. 
Praise God, the Mother of All, 
for watching, embracing, 
the children, their mother, 

the homeless men — 
all equal in the world of being, 
reflected in a park’s green in sunlight. 


Muir Woods 
by Claire J. Baker 


Breathing redwoods’ exhaled quiet 
I view wild beauty 
at ease among trunks, 
twigs and streams. 
Deep inside my being 
I find home. 
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‘Son House at the cracked Liberty Bell im Philadelphia. . 


Left Untold 
Haiku by Joan Clair ~*~ 
Blankets on the street, 
sleeping bag against a wall 
stories left untold. 


Shopping Cart 
| by Joan Clair 


It is an art to keep one’s life together 

| in a shopping cart, ee 

to be a consumer in reverse 

shopping, storeless, in the universe. 

It is an art to live within the means 

and meaning of a shopping cart, 

outside the many rooms 

of those who, over consumed, 

throw marketing excess out in rage, 

| screaming at the lack of meaning | 
stuffing their lives with waste, 

standing in the way of simply being. 

I am amazed at some homeless elders’ carts, 
blankets and clothes in neat folds, — 
layers of grace in intricate space, : 

an orderly humbleness : 

so out of step with sanctified numbness 
that one could fall apart outraged 

at those who order homelessness away — 
those who could discover on their knees, 
in prayer and praise, a reason to believe 
before essentials bare as these 


Great Highway Dream 
by George Wynn 
All the anxiety of being 

homeless and penniless 

| makes him tired 

He drifts off to sleep 

early on the sand dunes 

the pelt of rain 

upon his blanket and 

face is something more 

He imagines it to be a 

hillside waterfall 

near a monastery 

and hall leading 

to a room and bed 

and prayer books 


of those who live with dignity. He wakes refreshed 
Organized disgrace, crimes of legalized hate, it is time to leave the city 
may take the carts of the homeless away to hitch hike to permit 
but cannot separate them from God more space in his life 
whose home is in their heart which lays before him 


with or without a shopping cart. like Ocean Beach 
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Photo by Dick Waterman 


| in front of Coldwell Banker 


| to Christmas 


| they love the 


The Clock Ticks 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


“With nearly one in two Americans now 
living in or near poverty, everyday peo- 
ple ... have grown weary of the unmiti- 
gated greed of the mega-wealthy ... the 
poor are fighting back.” 

— Cornel West and Tavis Smiley 


How far 
will poor people 
be pushed, 


how long 

tortured, taunted, trapped 
before 

hurling back the lies 

of their fancy foes? 


The Bourgeoisie 


Opines 


by Sue Ellen Pector 


“Like a man with a knife in his back 

staggering along a crowded street 

without aid, the poor have been 

stabbed with the blade of indifference.” 
— Cornel West and Tavis Smiley 


The bourgeoisie believes 
they deserve comfort, 
believes poor folks deserve reproach. 


Poor folks, the bourgeoisie claims, 
deserve shame, deserve to die young. 


Land of the— 


home of the— 
what home, whose home, 
is nobody home? 


by Carol Denney 
I play on the street today - 


unless it pours 
the closer it gets 


the more generous 
shoppers become 
if you wear 

the right shoes 
it’s a little sad 


really bright colors 
if you wear 

the right shoes 
you get paper 
otherwise it’s 
nickels and dimes 
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| Mental Health, Inc. 
by Doug Minkler 


Specializing in yoga, hiking, meditation 
and coerced chemical lobotomies 
(psychotropic drug regimens) 


Our compassionate medical doctors 
will grant you a label 
and, in so doing, deem you disabled 


Your pills won't cost a cent 

and we will help with your rent 
Unfortunately you will get a little burly 
and die 25 years early 


Sorry, no more dreams 

too bad about your self esteem. 

Take the whites, the blues and the reds 
they are all required meds. 


Adherence means a check 
what the heck 

you get off the street 

and something to eat. 


It's a package deal — 

you get the pills 

taxpayers get the bills and | 

the drug companies make two killings. 


Health Warning: Psychiatric medications 
| damage brains, wreck bodies and are 
addictive. Drug companies make exorbi- 
tant profits, but take no responsibility for 


the diabetes, massive weight gain, sugar- | | 


induced comas, sexual dysfunction, 
uncontrollable facial tics, personality loss, 
depression, heart attacks, strokes and sui- 
cide that their drugs cause. If you lose 
your prescription, you can go to any phar- 
macy, hospital or mental health center. 
You will receive assistance immediately. If 
you want to stop taking these drugs 
because they are not helping you or the 
'| side effects are too debilitating, be aware 
that sudden withdrawal can cause danger- 
ous side effects, including death. You must 
have the close supervision of a caring, 
competent physician as you slowly with- 
draw from them. Good luck finding one. 


| "Keep This Homeless 


Man Moving" 
by George Wynn 


"Them cops and security guards 
with faces staring at me 

like clenched fists might 

as well scream their mantra: 
"Keep this homeless man moving" 


That's what it said on page one in the 
journal I picked up off the ground a 
young man had dropped fleeing the 
authorities down Market Street 


The last page read: 

"Shove your pretense 

cable car land 

you can hate 

my yellow teeth 

seeing is believing 

just give me something to eat" 


The last paragraph read: 
"Some day the authorities 
who are protecting the 
haves from the have nots 
are gonna run this 
struggling man straight 
out of town" 


Grateful 
by Joan Clair 


Bundled, her face red with cold, 

she stands by her shopping cart, 

full of neat folds of blankets and clothes 
and beams rays of gratitude 

as if I gave her a fortune, 

instead of three quarters. 


Is God this grateful when we give up 
a tiny bit of selfishness, 
keeping so much more than giving? 
Could our creator be this humble? 


D. 2011 


aKids, Inc. isa consortium of pharmaceutical companies (e.g. 
ristal-Myers Squibb, Novartis, Astrazeneca, Eli Lilly). By consolidating our overseas 
(Frankensteinian) laboratories and volunteer child subjects, we have become the leader in 
the fastest growing drug market today~psychotropic medications for children. 


For more information go ta: 


 Pharmakids.caim = 


PharmaKids, Inc. Artwork by Doug Minkler 


Drug companies are in a rush to market their super profitable, addictive and dan- 
gerous psych-meds to children. One of the most heinous crimes of the 21st 
Century will be the massive over-medication of children. Physicians' willingness to 


uncritically follow pharmaceutical companies' profit-driven recommendations to | 


prescribe dangerous drugs to children will one day be recognized as criminal negli- 


gence and both the doctors and drug makers will be prosecuted accordingly. 


habeas corporate 
by Randy Fingland 


exxon’s face 
is exxon’s logo 


-| etched into customer brains 


like the hides of range steers 
en route to Kansas City 
abattoirs 


not a real person 
but a knock-off nonbeing 
backed with a buff body of paperwork 
who has the rights 
same as a walking breather 
with a ruddy-flushed face 
to answer to the music 
when it reaches the ear. 
fact is if an actual live being 
perpetrated the same crimes 
against innocent residents 
of the wilderness 
against trusting consumers who stalk 
_ the malls confident of a safe buy 
against parents who innately sense 
not to give their kids toxic toys 
against drivers who say no to cars with 
rear-ender fire-prone gas tanks, 
or against homeowners in hills 
full of mudslide probabilities, 
by suppressing reports of the hazards 


well the thirty-something adult next to you 
if responsible 

would be in jail or dead 

from shame or revenge in some countries 


odd that mother nature’s 
more of a fleshed-out person 
in most peoples’ minds 

than a soulless oil company 
but she never gets represented 
bodily — 

at court 

like exxon 


oh the men behund 


| the guns: 


— for Phil Ochs 
by Randy Fingland 
history begins with accounts 
of justified actions 
as armed force evolved 


to include bigger wider 
death swaths 


a sling shot 

a cannon’s “whiff of grapeshot” 
the shock zone 

a hvdregen bomb extends to 
the coordinates a drone 

exacts with each 

concentrated fire-power missile 


to operate 

these weapons require a thumb 
& a brain under the control 

of another’s mind 


license to smoke 
by Randy Fingland 


imperialism begins 
in the will to take 
over someone’s life 


through the short 
term (nicotine 
addiction) 


& very long 
term (conquistador 
occupation) 


a motivation 
to cross into territory 
that’s vulnerable 


to the profiteers 
who finance these 
oft fatal incursions 
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| Why? 


by Joan Clair 


In the bookstore’s bathroom, 

a woman has just washed herself 
and stoops down to get her possessions 
enclosed in plastic garbage bags. 

I don’t look at her directly, 

but what I see is an aura of beauty 
emanating from her face. 

And the question is, “Why?” 

How can the radiant sun 

be enclosed in a lotus of clouds? ~ 


Lone Survivor 
by George Wynn 

To pass the time until he falls 
asleep in a Chinatown alley 


near the Ping Yuen housing 
project of his childhood 


| he writes a poem in his head 


of a live grenade and the 
men long ago dead 


He gives the poem shape 
and texture until it's 

almost tangible and burns 
and bites like his wounds did 
but he doesn't know if 

the writing will help 


It's the seventh anniversary 
of his single mother's sudden 
death of a coronary a week 
before he (an only child) got 
back from Iraq _ 


He folds his hands to remember 

offers a Buddhist prayer 

for his mother's soul 

then feels weary 

even a tremor . 
and rubs his eyes doubting 

if he will ever be whole 


Vets in Court | ate 
by George Wynn 


A grizzled man 

thin as a branch 

missing two fingers 

of his right hand 

finds his seat next 

to me on the 21 Hayes bus. 


"Just came from court,” 

he says, "Caught me riding 

the trains without paying 

and sleeping in the MUNI Station." 


| "Bad luck," I say. 


He grins. "Judge says, ‘You did 
wrong. I gotta punish you.’ 


Way. 


Why judge, the night is long 
just trying to keep warm." 


"You want me to reward you?" 


| "No judge, just give me a break." 


"What happened to the hand?" 
"Vietnam." 


"Me too," says the judge. 
"How you doing otherwise 
besides your court problem?" 


"The bad dreams come in waves." 


The judge squeezes his eyes, as if he 
knows. : 


"When it's a wet and cold night, judge, 
I fret, Feel like a soaked pigeon." 


"I bet," says the judge, shaking 
his head. "Case dismissed!" 


"Thank you judge." 
"Stay out of the underground!" 
"Will do, judge." 


"But keep warm ... somehow," says 
the judge, "and God bless you!" 


The man slaps me on the back, 
getting off the 21 at St. Mary's. 


"So long. Gotta see my 
friend Mac, like a son to me, 
caught pneumonia on the street." 
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| Mother Loss 
by Joan Clair 


I wanted to call my mother to 


let her know, “I want to come home.” 


But I couldn’t remember 

the number of her telephone. 
She’d been gone so long. 
When she was alive 

she was too depressed 

to build a nest. 

I never felt that I belonged. 


But still, “Mother,” my soul cries, 


“TI want to come home.” 


One More Step 
by George Wynn - 


On Sixth Street 

our eyes meet and 
his unwanted blue 
eyes say I've learned 
to make do without 


His face breathes grace 
_ | relaxed lips force a smile 

| jaw slack as if craving 
beyond craving to inhabit 
a new and better space 


I offer the hunched-over 
old man help with. 
the beat-up suitcases 
he's lugging to the 

pews of St. Boniface for 
morning sleep 


In front of the church 

he offers a thank you kindly 
"You must be very tired," I say 
"Yes but I always tell myself 
just one more step." _ 


the side show 
by Randy Fingland ~ 


while I was watching 
the 2nd Gulf War 
another statistic 

in the homeless count 
| was added to the rolls 


she wasn’t a 50 million 
dollar missile sent out - 
packed to become 

an exciting exploding light 
in the night sky 

but another woman lost 

in the shifting sands 

‘| of economic uncertainty 


now she has a perch 

next to the BART entrance 
where she extends a small 
hand & a smile in thanks 
for the coins that trickle 
down into her palm from 
the cost of America’s might 


Housing Authority 
Official Trying to Shake 
Hands with Manin — 
Homeless Encampment 


by George Wynn 
"Forget it! Don't talk. 


Every word you Say is a damn lie. 


‘| You see what I need but you 
won't do athing forme. _ 
You make me sick. 

Stay the hell away. 

I ain't got no time 

for you — ever! 

Yeah, your type made me crazy. 
So what. And don't look at me 
with no uppity slick eyes 

like I live in the city dump. 


Shut up for a change — chump!" 
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The Flower Girl 
by Terry Messman | 


“She always arrives late, with flowers!” 
That’s how your mother always recalled 
your childhood: flowers and smiles. 
Every morning when she woke you, 
you opened your eyes already smiling. 
Out of the cradle endlessly smiling. 


One dark morning, I saw you walk 
into the valley of the shadow of death 
— still smiling. 

A massive brain tumor clouded your 
mind, impaired your speech, gave you 
headaches, erased your memory. 

But it could never erase that smile. 


_| It was still shining in the darkness, 


and the darkness has not overcome it. 


That smile was the last thing I saw as 
they wheeled you away to surgery, 
the first thing I saw when it was over, 
all those endless, agonizing hours later. 
The neurosurgeon said you woke up 
smniling, despite the torturous pain of a 
craniotomy, blood loss and transfusion. 


They reattached your skull with 46 
metal staples and titanium screws, yet 
your smile is attached more lastingly. 
It lasted all through the entire next 
year of pain and disability. 


Even as your world was shattered by 
illness, epilepsy, disability, job loss, 
and constant threats of eviction, 

you never once thought of yourself. 
You rejoiced that sharing the plight of 
the poor would give you deeper empathy 
for others facing-sorrow and poverty. 


A Dream for America — 


by Sue Ellen Pector 


Ply the world 

with peace; America 
though you prefer 
to taunt, torture 
and scurry 

into the shadows. 


Ply your people 

with peace, America, 

though you prefer to 

shackle or starve the 
broken of spirit 
broken of purse - 
broken of body. 


Though you prefer to 
bludgeon our dreams, 
foist hope, America. 


Free flowers for the poor could subvert the whole economy. 


SPIRIT 


Art by Jonathan Burstein 


A friend was so moved by your spirit 
of selfless kindness, he told me, 
“We should build a religion around her.” 


Yesterday, you were in full flower, 
smiling in joy when a flower festival 
gave you overflowing baskets full of 


pink and red Camellia flowers 


to give to seniors living in poverty. 


Of course, in the real world of poverty, 


. illness, evictions, and cruel injustice, 


blossoms are pointless, 
and beauty is powerless. 
Flowers and smiles are 


too fragile, too fleeting. 


They blossom only to fade away, fleeting 
as life itself — the life you nearly lost. _. 


Yet some blossoms are perennials. 

As we once sang, “Yes, it is bread we 
fight for, but we fight for roses too!”’ 
Dostoyevsky’s Prince Myshkin believed 
‘Beauty will save the world.” 

By taking beauty to the shelter, 

your flowers saved one part of it. 


You smile in the spirit of Don Quixote: 
Free flowers for the poor | 
could subvert the whole economy, 
beauty could ruin the banking system, 
kindness could wreck capitalism. 


As you arrived bearing flowers, 
beaming away as you gave them away, 
I suddenly saw you so clearly 

20 years ago, on your wedding day. 
You wore a flower wreath in your hair. 


Flowers in your hair. 
Flowers everywhere. 


On Prime Time TV 
(in a small town) 
by Claire J. Baker 


Night. Trying to get warmer 
a well-meaning man, not old 
yet way too thin, got wedged 
in a 16-inch drain pipe 
coming out of a hillside. 


A rescue squad pulled him 
free by his dirty boots. 
Photographers were quick to shoot 
the stunned man, shirtless, half-ill. 
("Thank you, thank you," he said.) 
| His body temp was subnormal 
and his life had no place to go. 

All he really had was his freedom 
and it was cold and tight 

at the edges, a tricky combination. 


-| and so is she 


| she says with a ridiculously 


| Women Sleeping in | 
Chairs in San Francisco 
by George Wynn 


Long ago back in the Midwest 
she never imagined her golden 
years sleeping in a chair 

(the only way she gets her rest) 
in a women's shelter day . 

by day in the city by the bay 


Between winks she listens to 
the voices of long lost friends 
and realizes her past is finished 
yet has reveries about starting - 
a new life with new friends but 
it doesn't feel the same 

almost like the difference 
between strolling under the sun 
and walking in the rain 


In the morning she writes 

down her words in her journal 

sometimes it gives her comfort 

sometimes it makes her sadder 

but she is determined that hope 

beckons and her nightmare will 

someday soon be gone even as 

a woman her same age who sleeps 

in the next chair says there's 

no magic in the words on a page 

she sees her write every day 

and accuses her of being addicted 
| to the song of hope 


-Tenderloin Barter 
by George Wynn 


He's streetwise 
bold witha 
heart of gold 


Every weekend 
morning on a 
Tenderloin stoop 

an old Chinese woman 
feeds him sweet 

and sour pork 

kung pao chicken 
steamed rice and coffee 


Weekdays he often 
helps her carry groceries 

never asking anything in return 
"You help me for free 

I help vou-for free" 


x v™~ 


strong handshake for her age 


Between crazed bites of. 
meat he blows kisses 

to the wind and her 

She laughs and offers napkins 
"You will see me Monday?" 

He throws out his callused palms 
"My hands were made to 

carry your bags madam" 


Cold Sidewalk 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


Inside, I’m 
at the keyboard, 
at the window. 


Outside, a woman, ” 
‘beneath elevated train tracks, 
leans against a column, 

swiftly lowers her pants, 
relieves herself and departs. 


Inside the grocery 
customers scoop : 
organic grains from tidy bins. 


Outside the grocery 
the hungry man 
asks for money. 


On the train 
riders stare at computers. 


Outside, silently sleeping, 
the destitute man 

huddles beneath blankets 
on the cold sidewalk. 
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Interrogation File, 


Dog Heaven 
by Daniel Marlin 


1. TRANSCRIPT 


Where were you at 2 a.m. 
on July 21, 2012? 


In People’s Park, Berkeley, 
half-awake on the grass. 

My chin rested on these front paws. 
The fog lay down at my side. 


Were you alone? 


No. Nearby, in deep sleep, 
was the one who fed me— 
his own meat, sometimes. 


Did the one who fed you have a home? 


We had no door 
with lock and key. 
No room with walls and wooden sky. 


Why did you rise, with a 
growl in your throat, 
when the stranger approached: >. 


I did what a dog is born to do. 


Which is? 

Others have tried to harm 
the one who fed me, 

while he slept. 

Once, two tall boys 

came with a baseball bat. 
They didn’t notice me 
until I lunged, 

and smelled their terror 
as they ran. 


On July 21 at 2 a.m., a stranger 
approached? 

Yes, he wore a‘skin of static; 
voices came out of a 

thing on his shoulder. 

His own voice was rough. 


Also, he had moonlight 

in his hand, a long tube, 

which blinded me. 

He shined it eae 
on the face of my sleeping one, 
| but did not wake him. 


What did the stranger say? 


I don’t know his words; 
his sound was hard. 
He meant us harm. 


Then? 


I rose, growling, and bared my teeth 
at him. 
His fear became a vapor in the air. 


What else do you remember? 


A great force threw me down. 
Then, nothing. 


2. JUDGMENT: 


On July 21, at 2 a.m. in People’s Park 
a University police officer 

shot this sister down, 

for doing what she was born to do. 


She is received, 
with grace. 


Somebody Cares! 


(after Sue Ellen Pector) 
by Claire J. Baker 


Yes, 
what about street dogs, 
the soft undersides of jaws 
& paws laid at night 
upon face or arm 
warding off cold & harm. 


Dogs with hungry sorrowful 
eyes will gaze into our own. 
If we have zero food 

to offer, not even a bone, 

a dog still claims us, 
‘downtrodden as we are, 

as his home. 


Shelter of Love 
by Joan Clair 


She and her two small dogs live on the street. 
They seek shelter together; they are family. 


If she moves away from them 
to go into a building 
where dogs, punished Ls ‘being dogs, 


‘aré not allowed, 
they strain from the leash, tied up lan a 


and point in her direction- ~~’ 
like they’re fixing on the North Star 


to guide them to escape like former slaves. 
They feel no relief until she is retrieved. 


Where is the Canada 


where families of humans and athens: species 


owning nothing but each other 


‘can live in peace? 
| “Two dogs are too many. 


We will allow one small dog,” 

say the rules and rulers of buildings. 
She and her two dogs live on-the street 
with no shelter beyond 


the shelter of love that binds them together 


and does so forever. 


Mary’s Crucified 


by Joan Clair 


Mary’s crucified in the starving mother dog, 
agony in her face as she races around a mound 


at an intersection surrounded by cars. 
Mary’s crucified in her starving body 
with its beaten bones sticking out 
except where unborn babies bulge 


and her nipples drag along the ground. 


Mary’s crucified in each act of cruelty 
which led to her homelessness. 


A Holy Block 
by Joan Clair — 


I live on a holy block 

with hundreds of worshippers 
in the form of flowers 

in irregular pews — 

a wild, intangible group 

with plenty of room 

in the glory 

of their morning monasteries. 
My dog pauses in praise 

in the morning light, 

and so do I. 


Considering Tears 
by Claire J. Baker 


How beautiful are those which 
well up the slow steep way 
from one's toes. 

May these outpourings flow 
as long & heavy as they must 
when & wherever they come ’ 


over a gravestone 
_or over a letter | 

shed on a pet's paw or 
a loved one's shoulder. 


When misty eyes sting, 
when streamings reach lips 
we taste & savor, find 

the moisture, though salty, 
sweet indeed... 


Hints 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


Bouncing between memories 
I am haunted by 

ghastly places I lived and 
tantrums bullies threw at me. 


Then there are hints 


a memory of coming upon a 
trembling dog, 

tethered to a bench. 

I sat with her, 

murmuring comfort 

until her human returned. 


This, I am reminded, 
is who I am. 


Two Street Souls 
by Claire J. Baker 


I will my soul bs 
silent 
whose grief 

shouts 

down the street 

up to the clouds 

at the death 

of a good dog 

whose canine soul 

more than human 

was amazing. 


Dogs give companionship and love, and their undying friendship makes life more bearable for countless people on the streets. 


How Old Is She? 
by Joan Clair =, 


FaT ape + 


*“Hi, old dog!” the woman shrieks, 

‘How old is she? How old is she?” 

I reply, “‘As old as you, as old as me, 

as we are seen astwooldhags __ 

by those in chains of their mortality. 

‘They would never say, ‘Hello, old hag!’ 

But we know that’s what they think. 

‘Therefore, first see the joy she feels 
in seeing you, 

‘then her outgoing spirit sharing love, 

her uncontaminated trust. 

And only then see her as an old dog, 
if you must; 

and let that also be the same for us.” 


Blue © 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


I peer at crow’s choreography, 
she dances swirls through 
pockets of breeze, 

blue the background. 


Blue is the ocean 

waving to me, 

blue the eye of a dog 

who purrs healing into me. 


On the Face of Calm 


Ponds 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


Reflect upon resilience. 
You survived profound pain. 


Reflect upon discernment. 
What stings today rekindles old wounds, 
you distinguish sting from wound. 


Reflect upon healing, 

in your wisdom 

you cried with trees, 

you cried with dogs, 

you cried with wind and sea. 


Tomorrow will come, 

reflecting your goodness 

on the face of calm ponds 

in the cadence of rippling rivers, 
in the breath of stars. 


Inspired by the poem “Once” by Claire J. 
Baker from Street Spirit. 
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by Claire J. Baker 


we recall today 
how old you must be — - 
if you still exist, 

and how young you were 
when you ran away. 

You have become to us 
an unending ladder 

with rungs so high- 

they reach into heaven 
and above the sky. 


ROBBIE 
by Claire J. Baker 


do you ever think of us, 
your original family? 
We love you still, have 
kept your room open 
all these years. 


We visit you on the 
streets as sparrows. 

We bounce, bright-eyed, 
around you, Robbie, 
when crowds are thin and 
your basket gathers dust. 


Surely you have seen us 
and maybe smiled. 


FOR MIKE M. 
by Claire J. Baker 
Damn that rain-puddled road! 


We almost wish you were a statue 
so you'd not suffer constant 

leg pain which you highly 

| medicate to endure. 


On better days, does eee spirit 
feel musical? 

Have you heard the 

hypnotic first eight notes of 
Liszt's Un Sospiro (a sigh)? 


When hearing it, we think of you 
long on the streets — : 
a titanium brace in your bad leg, 
sighing at pain, yet uncomplaining 
like a statue of marble or bronze. 


‘One day, Mike, may you glide 
from your sidewalk perch 

as if you were always a bird, 
and now at last your wings 
are strong, unbound. 


by Claire J. Baker 


We two miracles need no weather 
report, we read the sky, 

read our lifelines' story, read 
each other's minds, read between 
between the lines and the lions. 


We walk into Berkeley hills, 
stroll in rain to a lake, 

to a proverb, to God's house, 
to rainbow's end where 

we share a pastel smoothie. 


Friend, we lose in inches, 
then gain a mile of smiles. 
We surprise ourselves by making 
| this tough life sing like a lark 
just before the dawning dawns. 


Trying to Live | 
by Mary Meriam 

Little crocus, little springtime 
trying to lift off hate, 

bodily pain, heartache. 
So sincerely purple and yellow 


for a moment I do forget, 

until another funeral pounds past . 
and longing 

sweeps my thoughts towards you again. . 

Why is everything so hard all the time, 

little father. 


ROBBIE RAN AWAY 


Damn your car skidding into a wall! . 


| Beginning to Snow 


_| might have written 


We Surprise Ourselves | 
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Photograph by Dong Lin from his book One American Reality. 


by Mary Meriam 
Such a dark night I’m walking in. 


Something wet with soft substance 
lands on my upper lip—a snowflake. 


Over a bridge, over cold rushing water, 
| I stand and look for stars. 


Emptying Your Dresser 
by Claire J. Baker. . 

Finding 

your deep poem 

on a random sheet, 

I wonder 

how much more you 


Lori 


by Mary Meriam 

the supermarket check-out clerk’s 
warm ready smile 

penetrates my sore mood, 
fluorescent lights, my failures 


“JT remember you don’t need receipts,” 
she says, showing it, taking it back, 
and laughing playfully 

I smile and let my good wishes wash 
all over her, her feet standing for hours, 
and all the troubles found 

in supermarket check-out jobs 

for older married ladies 


A Tidbit as Treasure 
by Claire J. Baker 


"Don't let) ... the jewel on the left 
side of your chest lose its luster." 
— Hazim Hikmet, imprisoned 
Turkish poet, 1930 
Reading these words 
we begin to gather every 
tenderness within us, 
up into the stratosphere, 
the Milky Way, 
other galaxies — 
‘other others, 
our hearts shining 
all the way to God. 


my brother’s 


heartbeats 
by Judy Joy Jones 


‘| yeah sweet baby 


hear ya heartbeats 


dying before our eyes 
on dem cold fuckin’ 
concrete streets 


system’s made to kill 
not heal 

people getting’ rich 
off po’ man’s back 
have a drink 

sweet darlin' 

it’s on me 
oh yeah baby 
humans not made 
to die like animals 
on filthy streets 


people walkin’ by 
hatin’ po’ man 
eatin’ outta garbage can 


police arrestin’ 
po’ fallin’ down 
from hunger an neglect 


yo piercin’ screams 
echo in da night 
beggin’ us 

to giveadamn — 

if ya sees 

the morning’s light 


so darlin’ 
have a drink on me 
yeah sweet baby 

dis one’s on me 


man’s not made 
to die on filthy streets 
tomorrow 

could be me 


yeah sweet baby 
hear ya heartbeats 

an see yo’ tears of blood 
dyin’ before our eyes 
on these cold fuckin’ 
concrete streets 


tomorrow — 
could be me 


and see yo’ tears of blood 


Prodded by Bullies _ 
by Sue Ellen Pector 


Tumbling, rolling, steady stride sans destination 
the perpetual, cyclical rhythm of wandering. 
Resting is verboten for homeless people. 
Prodded by bullies who run them 

out of town, 

out of dignity, 

out of life. 


Inspired by the poem “Hobo” by Philip Hunter from 
Street Spirit. 


Anyone Could 
by Mary Meriam 


Anyone could, for love, traverse the world. 
Cally sings to trees, disperse the world. 


She bikes through forests in a foreign land, 
winter, summer, empty purse, the world. 


The jet plane lifts and lowers, glints of steel. 
The four winds faster, harder, curse the world. 


When moss and violets line the rocky creeks, 
when all that flows is breaking, verse the world. 


Flying or stopping still to pen the page, 
having for better or for worse, the world. 


My simple summary, my gift to Cally: 
there is a good that will reverse the world. 


The Loser’s Lament 
by Mary Meriam 


The winning wealthy poets, photographed 

by Avedon, will fly between their homes, 

collecting prizes, teaching classes, staffed 

| with personal assistants, stuffed with poems 
that dribble from their mouths and land in books 

that stock the superstores, the most elite 

of schools, and shelves of readers with the looks 

to share their beds and take a dinner seat. 


But I’m a poet of a single table. 
I wash my dishes at the kitchen sink. 

I have nowhere to go, and so I think 
I’ll sit-and write a poem at the table. 
The price I pay for every line I write 

is measured by the gods in bloody light. 


The Night They Called To 


Tell Me You Were Gone 
by Robert Lavett Smith 
In memoriam: Patricia Lewis Smith, 1953-2005 


The night they called to tell me you were gone 
Was more grotesque for being so ordinary. 
Rain fell in sheets. A fitful doze, alone 

With a bad cold, heartsick and world-weary. 
Just before ten, the phone rang. In a flash 

I woke from dreams of staples in your skull: 
Metallic ciphers ate your shaven flesh 
Spelling grim prophecies beyond recall. 

The doctor’s voice seemed distant, would not say 
That you had died, but only that you’d “coded.” 
I knew, of course. My vision bled to gray 

Like an old photograph; weak light eroded. 
My former life was done, once and for all; 

A chasm yawned, and I began to fall. 


The Expureated Version 


for Bobby Coleman 
by Robert Lavett Smith 


What strange chain of events compelled me here? 
Ordinary moments redolent with pain, 

Private regrets impossible to explain 

Settle like dusty neon on my beer. 

For part of every day I disappear — 

Or wish I could. Such pleasures as remain 
Ring true, but seem diluted: John Coltrane 
Burnishes afternoon’s decayed veneer. 

A month from now, I will turn 54. 

I want a woman I won’t ever have. 

My failures throng around me, keeping score. 
Aches in my teeth confirm I’m still alive. 

Yet summer slyly hints at something more, 
Some revelation shortly to arrive. 
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“FAUX STREET REVISITED.” The viewpoint of a homeless woman at ground level, as passers-by hurry past and ignore her. 


Which Road Do We 
Take 
by Judy Joy Jones. 


ok we can bomb 

the world back into the stone age 
find anyone anywhere 

even see inside their homes 
down to which room they're in 
great now what. 


hey I have an idea 

yeah me 

the tie dye artist 

with rose colored shades 


why not make a huge globe 

and highlight 

every bloodcurdling scream 

of each starving baby and child 


“ we can track 


their sound frequency waves 


screams resonate on vibes 
all their own 
especially newborn baby sounds 


and then we can 

make another huge globe 

and lit like a jewel it shall be 
with the souls on earth 

that want to give life back to life 


the souls that 

love so much it hurts 

and want to give 

until not one person is without 
food shelter and medical aid. 


and pretty soon 

that old globe will be lit up 
like a Christmas tree 

and the vibes of love 

will run like 

blood-filled rivers and streams 
bleeding red everywhere 


it’s easy to track 
burning love 

cuz it’s a blazing fire 
lit from above 


and we can track the 

silent tears of the poor elderly 
thrown out in the streets 
waiting to die 

who are too tired to even cry 


seems we decided 

you and I 

we decided they were 
taking up too much space 
and stole their : 

only livelihood 

and said 

go and die die die die 


but for some reason 


_ their silent tears 


\ 


left a pattern in 

the computer’s eye 

that just wouldn’t go way 
and even if we tried 

to delete it ... no way 

it just came back ... stronger 
with their suffering 

in full raging force 

like a violent wind 


‘something ‘bout that hurtin’ vibe 


just won’t lay down and die 
gets right in our damned face 


_under the skin 


picks at our brain 
during the night 


no matter how we try 
and pretend 
it ain’t there 


and oh those in wheelchairs 
and on crutches 

with no means of support 
let’s track ‘em 

and match their needs 

with those givers on the globe 
lit like a Christmas tree 

who chose love over hate 
chose giving over killing 

cuz they know the truth 


in two weeks 


the amount the world spends 
on weapons to kill 

every man woman and child 
in just two short weeks 


‘that money would feed 


every soul upon the earth 
no one would ever be 
hungry or in need again 


just two short weeks folks 

gee whiz 

can’t we hold off the tooth and claw 
jungle urge to kill mangle and mutilate 
just two friggin’ weeks 

give me a break 


there is a power so great 
it can stop nuclear war 
with one thought wave 


but you see 

ah yes it’s called 

free will 

and that’s where we come in 
you and me 

which road do we take 


kill mangle mutilate and steal 
or love caress embrace and cherish 
our brother sisters fathers and mothers 


yeah seems the mighty hand 
we cannot see 

has decided it’s all up 

to youand me _ 

yup all up to you and me 


so while the bloodcurdling screams 
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- go on and on 


and in the cold darkest nights 

while we lay snug in our warm beds 
with our tummies very well fed.... 
thinking it doesn’t matter 

cuz no one can see what we do 

and we can do 

what we damned well please 


seems we conveniently forget © 
not one thought word or deed 
by us is ever erased 


it’s in the ether. 

for eternity 

and you and me might 
wanna be very very slow 

in picking the roads we travel 


we can live 

for our own gratification 

or we can choose to forget self 
and give 


we can bomb the world 
into the stone age 

we can track all 

the bad people 


but funny about 
those roads we take 
to claim them as bad 


they all lead to 

a fork in the middle 
and the arrow we shot 
to kill another 

has now 

hit our very own backs 


cuz we let our brother 
die of hunger 
homelessness 

and neglect 


the bad 
we are So. 
hell bent on killing 


'the bad' are you 

and they are me 

and when we turn 

our blood-thirst into love 

we will clearly see 

that was always the only path to seek 


yes let’s get two huge globes 

one filled with bloodcurdling screams 
of babies dying on freezing 

concrete streets 


and the other globe will be 

lit brighter 

than all earth’s skies at night 
by the heartbeats of * 

the givers of the flame 

of eternal life 

that chose the road 

of life ... of love ... and of peace 


s 


amen 
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Painting by Christine Hanlon, oil on canvas, 37 1/2” by 84” 


A Hard Lot 
by Judy Joy J ones 


why is that. young woman | 


bending over her 
loaded ue cart 
on the ground © 


she digs through everything in it 


towards th the checkout stand 
i couldn’t stop | the t tears 
| from | pouring down my face 


why such a hard fate 
for a young woman with a ‘child 


a broken back © 
and yet on her face 
the smile of an angel 


my heart mourned for he fate 


| and i prayed to be - 


more grateful each day 
for the loti i have 


and i i asked for fotgiveness Oe oe 
for anything i have done to eke ae 
and the universe 

that was not done with love 


love is the only thing that lasts 
and the most powerful force on earth 


may God be with this: special spirit 
and guide her every step 


and also. with you and i> 

to help us remember 

to leave each one we meet 
with a smile hope and love 


nothing. else really does matter 
but the love we leave — 


and tomorrow's not promi 


